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::COVER ART IS BROUGHT TO YOU BY:: 

ATUM 

INTRODUCTION: I'm ill the library, tired for no good reason and wondering if I should even be 
writing this. But. I should. Andnot just because I should, but because I want to. Asawise 
and wonderhil friend advised me last night: many good people in this world are tired for 
many good reasons, but that in itself isn't a reason to avoid either want's or should';. This 
year started rough: my family cat of twenty years, Cleo, had to be put down. Cleo, an orange 
and white tabby cat, spent many a night curled round my feet and many a morning pawing 
my nose for food. He annoyed my family widi constant meows of "let me out, asshole" or 
"dammit, feed mc". In his younger years, we'd spot him at die fish hatchciy near our house 
and the following morning Acre would be a dead fish on the porch. He was sweet like that - 
always leaving smalt tokens of appreciation: mice, birds, other small woodland creatures. 
We couldn't explain to him we were vegetarians. He comforted us in other ways. Whenever 
I cried alone, he would rub against my door, jump on my bed, lay on my el est look at e 
and let me cry. Honestly, Cleo transcends die word "animal" and the word 1 ai His 
time came and he faced it like die brave old man he was. 

Then my grandfather, Geoige Glover, passed away in February, tl c da\ of tl e 
lunar eclipse. He had moved to Adanta years ago widi much of my family, i y g ai d otl er 
included. Meanwhile, my father, his son, remained in NY with myself, brotl er s ste ai d 
mom. Most of my memories of him come fioin long ago, but as I wiotc it all down, to make 
sure I didn't forget anydiing, to make sure I could pass evciything on, I realized I had 
underestimated his impact on me and underestimated die connection wc shared despite time 
and distance. If you'd like to read that, please contact me and you can. But this is not the 
place. But. I will say. He was a wonderfiil ma Wl at good ex sts e 1 e a e to my 

iaiher who in turn gave it to me. And what is diat good Ki d ess o pass on second 
chances. 

Underestimation, really. Like the othe introductions I alwa\s see to sti ble 
upon a word I hadn't intended to and thus it beco es tl e pe so al tl c c of tl e ss e 
v^cther or not you agree, whedier or not each sib us on fits perfc tiy to tl at catego y I 
underestimate the consequences of things, my own achons, life s actions, events. I ve lost a 
sense of awareness in this state of post graduation. And energy. But I guess that's inevitable 
in days constructed of crafting, reading and rented, though educational, movies. Life keeps 
happening, even when I don't pay attention. 

The shadow of my ignorance eclipsed die brightness of the life around me. So here 
I am. Stumbling upon internal discovery in fi'ont of you. Luckily, you can just read the next 
page, flip through till you find what you'd like. Luckily, I can choose to remove the shadow 
and step forth, I can choose to ignore the "mind demons" and pursue a more balanced state 
of Ufe — days built upon reciprocity, forgiveness, both gain, gift and challenge of knowledge, 
and good health. Man, who wants to do an issue on healdi? Mental & physical. Isuredo! 

Okay. I'm spent. My apologies. Enjoy die rest of this issue! Honestiy, these 
pieces are absolutely spectacular! Thank you to all diose who have contributed and aided in 
the creation of issue #4'. Also, dianks to all the people involved with die Dreamt House for 
providing an amazing event for diis to come out at! - Juhe 

Which way will the sunflower turn 
surrounded by millions of suns? 

from Poem Rocket, by Allen Ginsberg 
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UPCOMING CANARY PROJECTS :: travel 
minizines:: document your travel adventure! you 
have complete design control! one new minlzlne 
featured each month! :: vegan recipes :: another 
subzine - share your favorite recipes today! :: 
merch-y things like t-shlrts, buttons, patches S 
stickers :: we need your help! Message us at: 
thecanaryzlne@gmail.com 
'*travel zine logo designed by Cayetano Valenzuela** 




OPEN THE BOX BY BRANDON HOLLIDAY 
Define acceptance. Or better yet define who should or shouldn't be accepted. So 
many people strive so hard to be accepted in today's society. Kids especially push 
themselves to dress, act, and look the part of the groups or "cliques" diey want to fit 
into. By dressing the same, listeuiug to the same music, watching much of the same 
programs, and acting and speaking in the same fashion; teens yearn to fit in. Even 
going as far as getting into drugs and alcohol, or by engaging in sex or violence; 
teens fight to belong. I am Vegan Straightedge and I believe in purity and an open 
mind. 

High school, the breeding ground of it all; the make it or break it stage in 
life. Cliques and trends, cool and uncool, popular and classy versus loser-ish and 
bottom of the barrel; but most of all close-mindedness and a failure to just accept 
people for «4io they are. Day in and day out you have the so-called "popular kids," 
the trendsetters, w^alking on the backs of the kids they degrade and choose not to 
accept because of differences in looks, cultures, race, sex, or other beliefs and 
qualities. But the sad truth is, even though it may be bom in high school, close- 
minded attitudes unfortunately don't get checked at the graduation doors. In my life 
I've seen so many cases of people shutting others out just because of differences in 
beliefs, views, and/or lifestyles. I've been straightedge for well over a year now, but 
I do not view the people wlio aien't as any different than myself. We're all still 
equal regardless. Whether or not we choose to drink, smoke, or do drugs; our 
lifestyles are up to us. Sure I may not agree with these choices, but who am I to tell 
someone they cannot make them? Who am I to have the right to push my beliefs 
onto them? Just like who are they to tell me my choice to stf^ pure is a bad one? 
I've seen far too many cases of people thinking they're better than someone else 
because they're straightedge or vice versa. I've seen people senselessly drop 
fiiendships because someone chose to go their separate we^s from the straightedge 
lifestyle. But does that really change who they are as a person? Far too many people 
seem to think so. They act the same, talk the same, walk the same, but just simply 
live a different lifestyle; but because they dropped out of a label they're no longer 
worth the time of day? It just makes no sense to me. I've seen fai' too many people 
forced out of the hardcore community just because they chose to change the way 
they lived their life; a choice that was theirs to make in the first place. But 
unfortunately it's that kind of close-minded bigotiy that destroys the unity in that 
kind of community. 

So why can't people live with an open mind? Who are we to be the judges 
of who a person can and cannot be? I live my life open-minded because I myself 
was never treated w^ith an open mind growing up. Scorned, simply because I w^as 
different. I may live behind strong beliefs, but that does not cause me to shove 
people out of my life because theirs is lived differently. My fiiends are my friends 
because of who they are as a person, not what their culture, race, sex, or beliefs are. 
Whether our beliefs differ in religion or lifestyle, they're still as much a part of my 
family as my brothers or sisters. Words well put, "parents and siblings, they're the 
family you're bom into. But friends, they're the family you create for yourself." The 
best advice I can give, keep an open mind, never downsize someone because of 
their beliefs. No matter how^ different theirs may be from yours, they could still be 
the person who'll shoulder you if you fall. 



By Stuart Stevens II 
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yr discreet charm 

a dry dry dry 

martini 

i/ve gotten use to them 

now actually a preference. 

i was given a pair of silk stockings 

now i can/t bare to go back. 

yoti se(iicedme 

though i was more than willing 

yr discreet charm 

yr predjudiced opinions 

but yr discerning eye 

yr convincing tongue 

that i was the prettiest girl 

yoii had ever seen. 

you think it/s cute 

i/m so theoretical 

it gets you hot 

as i undress talking about 

the obscenity of the culture 

industry. 

you agree completely 

suffering, unaware 

from complete reification. 

i love dry martinis 

and the rumble of yr diesel engine. 

i wonder if you supported fascists 

in yr youth 

or if even that was beyond you. 

you suck me in 

you ruin me 

i love it though 

i love every minute of it 

because, 

being the art-fag that i am 

self-destruction is all i/m looking 

for. 



for emma forever ago 

stacked between 

a railways station 

and our aeternal registres 

of the symbolic and the real 

is you--I, 

the imaginary 

and i had to say goodnight 

i had to say, 

a he 

about the way 

i saw this day ending 

c/ out you. 

what do you want me to do? 

what do you want me to do? 

11. 

and i asked the G-d who broke you 

down 

to give back to me 

enough strength to never turn 

around 

but fucking hatred gets the best of 

us 

and i fell back into bed 

d all my worst fears 

i wish i knew 

if zizek was right 

and love truly is 

the most evil thing 

we have. 

in. 

i have big eyes 

i have big eyes for you 

tell me about the truth 

say it in our tongue 

inscribe on to me 

c/out 

the pain of letting go. 



By Bert Mountain 
seated, situated in circle 
circle yes, circle no 
sir yes, yes sir; no! 
subtle sayings, summer playing 
what difference does your diet make? 
will you go out with me? 
okay. 



^-^ 




Give your television set a break. 
Turn it off and create artwork. 




THE FEVERFEW 
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@ HEWITT UNION BALLROOM 



Aii ke,. He CanBiTj ,J1 le l.ere will, a (alle anJ .tuff! 
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REVIEWS otsiuitnn 

boine lEneanekeiE like lo put down, plaig lEsis eiui m[n.gE fai meir iinES so "you know whal Ikek" eais 
have been up to. bo, tn tina\ sph-tl, tkfs k a pseudo musfr review". And ma"yl)e some tiooliE rnia 
movies. Not netessarilij in anig oi-iler or limefmme. Fm a woman of tnconsisleni and scaHered 
inleiesis, a jaclc of all haJes, a master of none, if you wfU. Not e"ven a facL More lilie a page. 
Anyway Wow. OUy! Lei's go! Reaiawaig! 
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Len)uria::Get Better (Asian Man Records): As soon as I hearij this 
album, their first full length, I listened to it again And again And again 
These tracks arent addictive because of the indie pop classification, but 
because of: 1. Sheena's matured and hauntingly adorable vocals, hair- 
sweating- glasses- in-your-face guitar playing, 2 Alex's deep voice that 
could fieal a stomach full of ulcers while making aortas ache and drums 
Hial howl with sincerity, 3. Jason's bass lines that rumble down ear 
canals and project into yer dancing toes, and, 4 Lyrics that peacefully 



m plicated 
a road trip with 
t friends or by 

ni scent of my 



conquer the age old challenge between overly simplistic and postmoder 
Favorite Tracks:: Length Away, Lipstick When to Listen:: When taking e 
recurrent coffee breath When you want to dance around your cIoe 
yourself in your underwear. Online at lemuriapop.com 
Mysterious My steries::self -titled EP: This cd opens with noises i 
grandparents' backwoods backyard which is filled with hidden coyotes and peekaboc 
Throughout each chapter of the album, the notes and the rhythms seduce the body into sways 
and motions beyond one's own control. Jade's voice, young, but smocSh like silk worn by Ella 
herself, is intoxicating Meanwhile, the band not overshadowed by the vocals, shines b^ween 
the soul wrench voices with high strings and tick tock drums. This band reaches beyond 
impressive, but rather, expressive Favorite Tracks: Chapter 3 S Chapter 4 When to 
Listen::During insomnia bouts, it'll make you enjoy being awake Walking through the MoMA. 
While triumphantly carrying another soldier's flag into an American Civil War battl^eld after 
whistling Dixie slowly while he's drunk on whiskey to make the am putation pan go away. 

Waitress a movie I have been obsessively watching since ^^fe i>jri^^S^ 

January Go rent it Hell, buy it Okay. No Make me buy it, K^>M ™^'' 

then you can come watch iL Directed by Adrienne Shelley 

(now deceased, may she rest in peace), this movie is about a 

bunch of women who bake pies at a pie diner Andy Griffith 

plays an incredibly witty slightly dirty old man. And Ken 

Russell, well known lor her in teen hits like 8 Days a WeeAand 

"Felicity", she plays a woman with a heart of gold. I really cant 

describe it Watch it Please? 

The Hours::i should probably read the book That said I love 

this movie. I love Nicole Kidman. I love fVleryl Streep. I love 

Jul ianne Moore. I love their characters. I love their portrayals 

So very, very good. 

Man, there's so many movies! American Movie. Dre & 
Kel are watching it in the living room right now! And boolts! Even more! What about 
you!? Write a review or recommendation and email to 
tti ecan aryzin e @ gmail.com! 




I found religion 

In the mouth of a demonic 

My vampire 

She drains me 

Bones crnncb 

Flesh is coming apart 

She sucks my throat 

Neck sinews chortle under pressu 



The stem of a 



•chid 



She takes me 

Onto a now panting lapping tongue 

The copper of bicuspids savoir 

The milk of me 

Down her gullet 

A choir sings within me a 

Hea venly light 




by George Haag 

Ane^^JHcjeci! Ine (iihuE liMnns 
Ltlffi a oiTirtkEn. and joJJij k.fitg 
All llie parh seem tn place 

ln.rL"L"y nitno. 

in tke [uiure 

Ana Ef Iney cnange mere s no 

conseqnence 

Andnoliodij wfU gel n-iad 

Jo peiimps 1 skould Iceep ikfs a r 

project 

Bijneverski+ing 



LcL of Sleep 

AkclcofJeepfeaftcUeUBl 

li pulls on Ike e"yes and dj.B.gs on Ike 

U 

loudo less work oui "gou pal tnnioit 
Ik-Le 

Ok wkij dfd I Older n-Laigai-rtas wttk 
Ifme? 



MeniBj IbsJcs 

Mental lasL k a Ud «^i-d for tt 
Tkeij don'l "mean" anijtktng! 
Except if ijoLL do ikem for a wktle 
llien you can gei a ntce pen 



12 



Dreamscape by Missy* Hill 

KBgan lookBd across this world, this land before him and smiled: he had found his home at last 

He knew that this was all a dream, that his body was elsewhere, in another world But at this 
moment, all that mattered was this place, this expanse of green and gold: colors so vibrant that 
the sun in the sky paled in companson. 

He led his horse down the sloping hill to a building that slowly began to form before his eyes 
His smile grew as the building did: mto a home so magnificent he was amazed at his own 
ability The pillars of red and white marble towered above the black marble floors that his 
horse's hooves clicked across as he guided his horse through the monumental entranceway 



But he noticed something that always plagued his dreams, made the beauty that surrounded 
him appear that much worse It was the lack of people, of anything living and breathing, 
besides the horse he sat astnde. He leapt off the gilding only to feel it's warmth disappear as 
soon as his fingers left the reigns, and, once again, there was no life in these glittenng hallways 
made for a king 

He walked to where he knew his bedroom would be He focused his mind, closing his eyes, 
letting himself imagine the figure of a beautiful woman that he had known years before. He 
could smell her sceni and hear her breathing He walked with his hands outstretched, guiding 

himself around furnishings and braziers and candles, closer to the figure he knew would be 
laying across his bed, her body molded into the down blankets. As he got closer to her, he felt 
as though he could hear her heart beating, feel the heat rising off her gleaming body 

He smiled and opened his eyes so that he could see the figure he had imagined She lay there 
with barely anything covering her nakedness He smiled as he reached out to her, saw her 
smile mischievously at him, and fade away into nothingness. 

Kegan wept as he had done so many times He chided himself for always looking when he 
knew it would only bring sadness . . If he could simply touch her, hold her first 



His eyes opened, looking up at the ceiling of a smoke-filled apartment that was rented in his 
name He turned to his left to seethe girl, no, woman, who laid there, her hands folded beneatli 
her head Kegan sighed and pushed the blankets off of himself and he climbed out of the twin 
bed the two of them managed to share. He walked around the bed to the small window that cut 
the wall m half He leaned on the sill and looked out onto the dingy street below, at the 
snowiiakes that fell into the mud. He shook his head and smiled at the memory of the woman in 
the bed, the world of his dream . 

There was a scream as an old woman saw a body fall from the fourth story window The body, 
of a man who would later be identified as Kegan S. Clemman, was surrounded by a pool of his 
own blood No one who knew him could believe him suicidal He had always seemed so 
cheerful, happy, like he had a secret His wife, a paraplegic, just shook her head when she saw 
the open window and heard the scream that had awoken her fade away, a single tear running 
down her cheek 
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SPOTLIGHT:: Jordan 

capilal: Amman 




>j popnblion: 6 053 193 
size: slQhtV smaller than 
hdma 

envirnnmenta] concerns: 
Inijted fresh water 
resnnrces, sni 
erosion, desertifiration 

reyon: 92% Si inni IJi islin 
G% Christm, 2% other 

]anrf larp: /Vahic 

Way in the day, various powerful 
empires swapped control over 
the centrally located area know 
as Jordan. These include the Sumerian, Akkadian, Babylonian, Assyrian 
and Mesopotamian empires along with Ancient Rome and Greece. As the 
crossroads of the Middle East, Jordan has harbored much cultural 
exchange, but not necessarily with great peace. By the First World War, 
Britain's hands were thrust deep in Jordan's sands, while the country 
struggled both against Turkish influence and for an independent state. With 
her carving knife fit for land, Britain gave Jordan desired lands, but not a 
fully unified Arab empire (we'll get to Palestine in a later issue, if you want to 
help writing it, email thecanaryzine@gmail.com) after much fighting, 
including (but not limited to) the Great Arab Revolt and the 1 948 Arab-Israeli 
War. By 1946, Jordan gained independence and took the name Jordan in 
1950. Ruled by a constitutional monarchy. King Hussein ruled until his 
death in 1999. His great contribution to the country is his introduction of 
parliamentary elections in the 1980s and continued political liberalization. 
After his death, his son. King Abdallah II took power. His main concerns 
have been economic, education, healthcare and housing reforms. A quick 
note, in regards to Palestine: Jordan has made peace with Israel and is an 
US ally. 

RESOURCES 

BBC actually has country profiles, check out the one on Jordan: 

news.bbc.co.uk^yhi/middle_east/country_profiles^28763.stm 

www. cia.gov/library/publicationsAhe-world-factbook/geos^o. html 

kinghussein.gov.joAiistory.html 

This is a very, very basic rundown. Please go to a resource link above to 

further explore Jordan. Knowledge of all countries is essential to 

understanding the political, social and economic complexities that surround 

us all. The country spotlights will focus on the Middle East and culminate in 

an entire zine dedicated to Peace in the Middle East. You in? 
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